=~ i 


LEWISTON EVENING TELLER, MONDAY, FEBRUARY 22, 1904 


———— 
@-0:6-0-O- OO @-@-@-4| in a tender pity that left him | 
9.00 e ee 1 Te Rcthorn gr a ent $9000000000000000000000008! Gabrielle smiled and waved her hand Nothin | ike It The Raymond 
é FOR LOVE 4 But now, a few hours later, this was 3 GABRIELLE’ to him as he passed jauntily dowa the g 7 
3 ¢| forgotten. Something in his lawiesa! 3 ~ ace bordered path to = beach. STEAM HEAT, ELECTRIC LIGHTS 
: -| mature crowded out all sense of grati.| 2 : ut she was thinking of Put—Put in ae! ie FREE BUS AND BATH Gaoop 
? OF SHORTY @ tude and lett only the selfish grid of 3 WOOING $| his strength and shyness—and of how | s SAMPLE ROOMS. B 
¢ Rick WHITE 4) man in bis conquest. 2 | he would come that very night for bh W els erber Reer 
¢ By FREDE! @ They entered the park and sat down! @ By IZOLA FORRESTER | Re ts il nd th | Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day. 
+ es @, Upon # bench partly sheltered from 2 °| ut the twilight passed, a e | are 
© copyright, 1208, by McChure’s »| Passing eyes by a bush $ Copyright, 1908, by McClure's @| moon rose above the pines on the BURDICK BROS., Proprietors 
; Newspaper Syndicate @ ; x <eptdevind | her Strictly a first-class ar- 
é rae 66:45:06 -O:4:8! Maggie's face looked very white tn b 4 Newspaper Syndicate | sare ASA DO) DORE DUb ee ko ticle and absolutely pure. 
ae oo ae | the growing dusk, and her eyes were @00000¢000000¢00@0@060 | Mandego point until daybreak, when DO 
<i je Dolan's first dream of love} 8xed on the ground. 9090909 00000909000009000F| Put pulled over to the mainland with | Can be had in keg or bettie, MALLORY & LY N 
maggie Dolan® Dye Shorty shifted about saat When Put Mandego came down the| never a backward glance at Nevaire’s| 
yy Shorty McGovern. uneasily, and | 
as inspired 4 pati a cGover™ ag| then, in lew of anything better, he straits from Chicago way, every girt| tsland. Hotel For Sale Livery, Feed and Sale Stables 
He ea Happy Friends’ as 5g arm about her shoulders, from Mackinac to Moose island sent meee ig did a 50 past a Hotel for sale, complete in a good First class Rigs ana careful drivers at 
t the ball « he girl shivered and drew away. out her heart to greet the dirty ‘gray | S80": e was too busy keeping! location with livery stable In connec- day Corner 
e \d bad escorted her bome “What’ ” ss s 4 Put's head furned toward th in- all hours of the o want, 
goctation and bad ora “What's the matter,” said Shorty.) sails of his schooner, eAaise ned toward the maln-| tion, lasting water. Low price and/¢ and Fourth stréets, 
srierward. 1 nfortunately for her “You re not afraid of me, are you?” Not to greet Put: no, indeed. For #f| Jane, and day by day the fire Seabed easy terms. SETH GIFFORD, 
oof mind, Maggle had not in- No,” said the girl; “I'm more afraid ; in Gabrielle's dark eyes and her Littl tf Gifford, Idaho. Telephone No. 17 
oe with anything in partie | of myself.” teen years he had passed through the) pornted chin tilted higher as she/ 
spires = / : This was beyond Shorty'a compre | eee oa, © Week from Mag: to No-| looked toward Mandego point and! 
nar ° hensic “y af on, b vember, and not a girl had waved her! wajred 
Hi ~ wood natured, and had sion. ou're what?" he asked) pang to bim exce . Mawatha, c2 ° 
lle wi ronghly. sand to bins except Joe Nevaire’s Ga It was a night of early autuinn glory, 
sonced with her because she did not “Oh, Shorty,” erled the girl L brielle. She bad watehed for him from) ygonday. ‘The September moon. tose 
4 o have muny partners. ly, “can't you dcdeeitand that 5 ah the first year when be had swabbed! jixe 4 great fame colored flower above 
jjod home with her because SNe Goer Gaawe must % bes each the decks of the Bon Ami, and now the) the crest of Mackinac, and by the time 
Pee ed to dance the last walta! other any more?’ hi ae rtd he returned he master, tent it had renched midheaven the glamour TRAINS DAILY 
sand u he forgot 4 out “What d've ah ug her as cgptain and owner both.| 4 Y Walden ‘witehory enrené + the . 
togertier. ‘The ; ¥ : rgot all about it, ; PS ape fet vei sad demanded.) yi, word naires ops ee 4 +d sb ps trig es TT : ee St. Paul and Minneapolis to Mandan 
but Macele did no ‘Don't you know I'm going to take you, cy 5 . R “| appt di desksves rte BEC SRP 
> i sie known Shorty’s profession! away tomorrow, 1 got poe done pad ydege ce wos prong a gh ee ngei y Non at TRANSCONTINENTAL TRAINS DALY 
‘ ‘ urglar—she would have aft, o % : mani +. | schooner had also come to him a8 88) cond dunes, the ones where Put had > * 
: x G Reet Gina But she ac ray Menta a fare maior inheritance from old Scott Mandego, eae hie on his ahonltor to watch the Between St. Paul, Minneapolis and Doluth 
had nothing : "d before we go If| jis futher, the little house down on héee wie) and Spokane, Seattle, Tacoma and Portland 


nly hat he was what she con- 
only 

ajdered handsome ¢ id that he talked 
‘ attractively about books. 


kuew t 


mogt 

she was young, very young, and no 
mun or boy had ever paid her so much 
attention before, 


Being afflicted with an Imagination, 
she gave herself up to dreams in which | 
wus always the predominant) 
fgure. On her way to and from the| 
factory she was continually on the) 

Jookout for him, and every evening she 
surprised her mother by putting on 
her best dress in the hope that he! 
might come to see her, But Shorty | 
never came. He had other business) 
on hand, if not more attractive at least | 
more remunerative, so Maggie looked | 
and waited in vain, 

Shorty had just pulled off a good| 
thing, so good that the police were 
almost as much interested as the vic- 
tims of the robbery, and that meant | 
trouble. | 

Shorty realized this and resented it| 
because it interfered with his reading. 
Healways read voraciously—between | 
times—and, with the wherewithal for 
six months’ comfort on hand, he hated | 
to be disturbed. He knew, in that} 
mysterious wey by which police news 
travels to those most interested, that | 
be was under suspicion and, much 
agalnpst his inclinations, he was pre- 
paring to leave town until the atmos- 
phere should clear. 

In the meanwhile Maggie had be- 
come almost desperate. In her primi- 
tive way she was very much in love, 
and to see Shorty again was her one 
thought, day and night. Her fancy 
wove a glamour about him that even 
Shorty himself would have repudiated 
with scorn had he known, 

Then came the arrest, for the powers 
had been too much for him at last. 

Maggie saw It In the papers; and a 
pieture of her hero brought the shock 
home to her with sickening directness. 
She was dazed, stunned, hopeless, but 
still in love. Without saying anything 
to her mother she visited Shorty in 
the city prison, 

Shorty was very much surprised, but 
appreciated the attention, although tbe | 
girl's grief and disappointment in him 
(she had impulsively told more than 
she should) annoyed bim. 

Though more or less callous in re- | 
gard to the right or wrong of his call- | 
ing, he would have welcomed respecta 
bility If he could have afforded It, but | 
now it was too late, and In his heart 
he resented this too, The first visit 
led to others, and in the devotion of 
the girl Shorty saw a gleam of hope. 

He was not entirely selfish in this | 
matter. If he escaped his term in | 
gi he would do the right thing by 

r, 

He would take her away with hin) | 
and marry her, but for some reason or | 
other he never told the girl this. 

So it was that for pure love of bim | 
Maggie agreed to help him establish 
an alibi, although she knew from his! 
Own lips that he was guilty. 
With the aid of a lawyer, who asked | 
no embarrassing questions, they con- | 
cocted the defense, On the day of the 
trial Maggie went on the stand. Pale 
of face, but exalted in spirit, she 
Swore that on the night of the robbery 
Shorty had been with her, in her home, 
until 1 o'clock, 

Fortunately for the success of this | 
Story, Maggie's mother could not deny 
it, for she had spent that night away | 
from home nursing a sick friend, } 

Broken hearted at the smirching of 
the good name of Dolan, she asserted | 
her belief that her daughter was be- 
Witched and, shaking her fist at Shorty, 
threatened vengeance until suppressed 
by the court. 

Her evident animus against the pris- 
oner had an effect directly opposite 
from that which she had hoped to pro- 
duce. It strengthened his alibi mate- 


Shorty 


rially, and much to the disgust of the | 


Police Shorty was acquitted. 

When the dwellers of the tenements 
Wish to be alone and undisturbed, they 
os the comparative privacy of a park 
pane On the evening of his release 
. and met the girl by appointment, 

nd together they threaded their way 

ugh the crowded streets to one of 
the city’s breathing spaces. 
Phat pale and worn and somewhat 
st ened in spirit by his enforced se- 
usion, breathed the air of liberty 
With ever growing delight. 


It was good to be his own boss | 


Sgain, and with the realization came 


®nother thought—he was some one 
else's boss too, 


His hand touched the | 


arm of the girl at bis side, and « thrill | 


* {conten power ran throuch him 
too phe ei. to him. She had dore 
he ze h And gone too far to quit now 
else in rt: look to him and to no one 
w he future. 
Realy he first understood that he wa> 
» bis heart bad gone out to the gir 


you want to.” 

Maggie laid her head upon the top 
rail of the bench and began to ery. 

““T can't do it. I won't do ft,” she 
sobbed. “You must go away—alone,” 

Shorty did not know what to make 
of this. What did the girl want if she! 
did not want him? Why had she visit- 
ed him in the prison, worked for him, 
lied for bim, if she did not want him? 

“Aw, come off,” he said gently. 
“What do you want, anyhow?” 

“This,” said the girl, springing to her | 
feet and dashing the tears from her 
eyes. “I want you to go away where} 
I will never see you again. What I did} 
I did because I loved you, and I am| 
glad of it—glad that I Hed for you and} 
got you off.” 

Shorty looked at her in wonder. He 
could not understand this girl. There 
was something in her beyond his com- 
prehension, 

His confidence In himself was weak- | 
ening. | 

“You better come with me, Maggie, 
he said. “I'll promise to be good to you.” 

“It isn't that,” went on the girl. “1 | 
told you I was not afraid of anything 
but myself. I know what you are—a 
thief, and [I know what I am—a Har, 
and I know what we both ought to be, 
and I can't do it. We could never be 
happy or good and—oh, Shorty! I'll 
always think of you as you were that 
night at the dance, before I knew, and 
—go—go away now or I can’t stand it.” 

Shorty began to realize something of 
the tumult in the girl's heart. 

He felt rather than understood her 
struggle for her ideal. 

He knew that should he take her In 
his arms even now she would not be 
able to resist him, 

Something of her innate desire for 
what was good and true stole over 
him! and to his everlasting credit he 
did not resist it. 

“I guess you're right, Maggie,” he 
said brokenly. “I thought we could 
have gone away and been happy to- 
gether, but—I guess you're right.” 

There was a world of gratitude in 
her eyes as she raised them to him, 
and his own eyes grew misty. 

“Goodby,” he sald. 


She placed her hand fn his, and they | 


stood there for a moment, neither dar- 
ing to say a word. Then he turned and | 
walked swiftly away. 

She saw him for a moment in the 
glare of the electric light, and then he 
disappeared in the shadows beyond. 

Half an hour later there was a knock 
at Mrs. Dolan’s door. She wiped her 


| boats come up the straits. 
Mandego point and a matter of $2,000) ,,, light “on 
or $35,000. 


the | 


Mandego point, but 
night was clear and bright, and she 

So Put salled as a conqueror, and of) caught the sparkle of dripping oars 
all the bright eyes along the shore that) gg q boat shot out from the shadows 
glanced to greet him the only ones) o¢ ¢he mainland into the broad path 
which lured him on belonged to Gay) of moonbeams that bridged the way to 


Nevaire and were the only pair that) the point. There were two figures in 
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had no welcome for him. the boat. She held her breath, striv- 
It was the first time in all the fifteen | jng to catch the sound of voices on 
years. As a boy he hed rowed over to| the still night air, but instead from out 
the Island to chat with Joe and wateh | the darkness toward Mackinac came 
him mend the great sails that were) three long deep signals, Gabrielle 
sent to him from the twin shores and] gtarted to her feet at the sound, It 
weave and knot his fish nets. Joe’8) was the North Queen bound for Buffa- 
deft fingers were as noted along the! to, and in her course lay the boat, 
straits as the black eyes and red lips) suddenly she saw that Danny had 
of his five daughters. tc shipped his oars and was standing, 
And Gay was the youngest. She Was) she knew his slight form instantly, 
elghteen now, slim and dark eyed, WIth) put the man at the rudder never 
the poise and step of a demotselle of) gtirred. Danny bent over him a mo- 
Gascony and a wondrous trick of the! ment as if to reassure himself, then 
eyes, a sidelong look between narrowed | giipped overboard into the water and 


lids, with long curved lashes to cast &) made for the mainland with long, sure 
shade. All of Nevaire’s girls bad ft.) strokes, 
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but little Gabrielle had it worst, and it 
took the heart out of a man. 

Only a mile to the southeast of 
Moose island lies Mandego point. From 
his shore on a sunny day Put could | 
catch the flash of a pink petticoat here | 
and there around the old weather | 
beaten cabin, but the courage never | 
came to him to seek her and tell her | 
what had been in his heart all the way 
from Chicago. > 

“You forget old friends when the 
good luck flies your way. Is it not so, 
Put?" laughed old Nevaire when they 
met at the half breed Petit Jean's 
place on the mainland, “Is it Marie? 
Fanchon? Babette? Elise? No? Mon 
Dieu, It is the little one, then?’ 

“It is Gabrielle,” said Put stolidly. 
However he might fear his love, he 
had no fear for Nevaire himself nor 
ten like him. “But she has no smiles 
for me this year,” he added moodily. 

Joe laughed more, Did the wild duck 
flutter near until she heard the decoy? 
Was Gay a girl to lay her beart bare 
before she was wooed? 

Put listened and smiled as he awak- 
ened to his folly. 

“I will woo her,” he sald, and he 
kept his word. He sent Danny Der- 
mot, his successor to the deck swab- 
bing question on the Bon Ami. 

Danny was blue eyed, the best 
dancer along the shore and still a win- 
ter’s length from twenty. He listened 
to Put's instructions of what he should 
tell his love and straightway forgot 
| Put and all else as he leaned across 
the open window sill at Nevatre’s chat- 
| ting with Gabrielle and catching the 
| trick of her long dark eyes, | 


eyes and opened it eagerly. 
“Mother,” said Maggie, “can I come 
home?" 


Food of the Screech Owi. 
The little screech owl, well known tn 
most parts of the country, is indefatt- 


| gable In its work of destroying mice 


and insects. It may often be seen at 
dusk hovering about barns and out- 


buildings, watching for mice or skim- | 


ming along the fields and along hedge- 
rows in search of grasshoppers, crick 
ets and beetles. Many birds of this 
species have taken up a residence in 
the cities, having learned to feed upon 
that most destructive nuisance the 
English sparrow. In winter rural resi- 
dents often notice the tracks of mice, 
whieh form networks In 
crossing and recrossing, passing in and 
out of walls and stacks, tending to 
show how active these smal! rodents 
are when most of the world sleeps. 
Occasionally such a track stops 


abruptly, and while the observer Is try- | 


ing to read more of the history written 
in the snow his eyes catch the faint 
impression of a poir of wing tips near 
where the trail ends, and instantly he 
is made aware that a tragedy has beep 
enacted. Screech owls also feed on 
chipmunks, shrews, moles and occa 
sionally bats. During warm spells In 
winter they forage extensively and 
store up in their homes quantities of 
food as a provision against inclement 
weather. 


Getting Rich In Mining. 

Two brothers, Chuck and Ferdinand, 
started out to get rich in the mining 
business. Chuck went to the moun 
tains and tried to find gold. He pros- 
pected for years, leading a life of hard- 
ships and privations. He never discov- 
ered any gold and was finally killed in 
% snowslide. Ferdinand organized 
pock companies to develop “sure 
*:Ing” mines, In which there was no 
gold. He was superintendent of the 
Sunday school and induced way up 
ehureh people to Indorse his schemes 
The sale of stocks In gold mining com 
panies made him a very rich man, and 
he presented the city with a water 
fountain and was voted a public bene 
factor. It {is not always necessary to 
mine gold In order to get it.—Atchison 
Globe. 


the snow, | 


The dreamy golden days of summer 
passed, and the sumac flaunted scarlet 
| banners on every hillside that dipped 
| to meet the straits, and still the Bon | 
| Ami swung idly on her ropes at the 
| old half sunk landing at Mandego 
point, Put's pulses leaped every time 
he looked from her to the broad sweep 
of blue water that called to him to 
come back, but every breeze that cir- 
| cled around the point bore the love of 
| his heart to Gabrielle as it danced 
| on down to the Island, so he stayed on 
| and trusted his fate to Danny's soft 
| tongue. 

Under the rose vine Gabrielle would 
listen, a rose stem between her teeth, 

| while Danny spoke of Mandego point. 
“He's too old for you, Gay, darling 
| It’s thirty-two be is If he's a day, and | 
| the old devil thinks you'll fly like a} 
| bird to him If he only whistles. And 
it's lonesome down there on the point. 
| You can't the Mackinae lights, 
| dancing a jig with themselves in the 
| water the way you can he And it 
| isn’t a thousand at all, Gay, darling 
| It's only a hundred or so, and the old 
man will soon drink that up over at 
Petit Jean’s. So you see it won't be 
| riches at all that Mrs. Mandego will be 
getting, but old Put himself. Do you 
mind me, Gay, darling?" 

Gabrielle's white teeth closed over 
the heart of the rose, and she ate its 
sweet petals in silence, but her eyes 

| looked sidelong at Danny. 

“And the Tidy Adly of Petoskey 

| sails on Tuesday, Gay.” Danny reached 
| up and plucked a rose that touched the 


see 


girl's bowed head “I've the promise of | 
It is bet- | 
ter than the deck on the Bon Aml,| were the souls of the departed? Nu- 


a berth on her at the wheel. 


Gay, and if you say the word you can 


| kiss your sweet hand to Chicago a8 | ancients believe that souls were rats 
| Mrs. Dermot in a week. Could you be | | 


| ready by Tuesday, Gay, heart?’ 
Gabrielle looked off up the straits to 
| where Mandego point lay Ike an 
amethyst shadow at the curve of the 
| Michigan shore line, and ber eyes were 
tender and creamy. : 
“Tell Put Mandego to come tor his 
answer himself like a man, Ditinuy.” 
she said. “Tell him that fr to 
day, and if he ts not bere on the island 
by Monday -night then 1 will sail on 
| the Tiuy Adir.” 


» ie 


“It's at eunrise I'll come for you 
Dermot.” Joughed Danny, and 
i 


| Mrs. 


| found a rare lot of coins, among which i 


An instant and Gabrielle hesitated. 
Again the North Queen signaled, and 
her port lights showed bright and 
clear as she swept past the great, shad- 
owy Mackinac island and came on like 
a phantom ship of the night, 

And, for the rest, they tell it at Petit 
Jean's, and blind Louis made a song of 
it and of Gabrielle, who salled a bride 
on the Bon Ami, with Put Mandege 
captain. They show the wreck of her 
boat where the North Queen crushed it 
like a crumpled autumn leaf, for out 
into the waters of the straits went 
Gabrielle that night, with only the 
hope of her love to give her strength, 
and in the drifting boat she found Put, 
dead to the world from Petit Jean's 
brandy and left to drift to his deat 
by Danny Dermot. Leaving her own 
boat in its place, she had rowed the 
other out of the moonbeam path just 
as the great steamer bore down upon 
her course, 

At dawn next morning Put stood on 
the sand dunes of Nevaire's island and 
watched the Tidy Adly put out for 
Lake Michigan, but no farewell was 
waved from her decks by Danny. The 
North Queen caught him fairly as she 
founded Mandego point, and blind 
Louls stumbled over what was left 
when he walked the shore below the 
point after the Bon Ami had salfled on 
her honeymoon trip. 
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est on subjects of the | humorous stories, stories 
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Remember the Place 


Old English Halfpence. 

How many collectors of coins know 
anything about the curious halfpence 
issued centuries ago by English au-| 
thorities—halfpence in the truest sense 
of the word, since they were nothing | 
more than minted pennies cut directly | 
in half? Specimens of these coins have | 
been discovered frequently among the! 
buried treasures which from time to} 
time have been unearthed In Great} 


Britain. In Lencashire in 1840 were | 


that does printing 


were several pennies of the time of 
Alfred and Edward divided in this 
way. 

Similarly divided pence of the time 
of Edward the Confessor have been 
found, and in speaking of the discov- 
ery in 1833 of a number of these curt-| 
ous halfpence of the time of William | 
the Conqueror an unquestioned au- 
thority states that they were probably | 
issued from the mints in that form, | 
since the whole collection had evident- 
ly been tr circulation. 

In the British nuseum in London are 
specimens of these divided coins issued 
under various monarchs from Alfred 
to Henry Ill. An eminent archwelogist 
accounts for the divided coins by say- 
ing that this doubtless arose from the | 
searcity of small change, which was in 
part remedied under the reign of Ed- 
ward I. by the coinage of halfpence 
and farthings. 
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Why Women Are Afratd of Mice. 

In all ages women. were supposed to | 
be more prone to superstition than | 
men, and "who knows but that the | 
dread of a woman on the appearance | 
of a rat or a mouse may not be due, in 
part at least, to an ancient superstition | 
which has traveled down the ages | 
from the time when our remote fore- | 
fathers believed that rats and mice 


and get it done 
when you want it. 


This place is the 


merous are the stories which made the 


tnd mice, and some of these stories are 
very curious. 


“In Thuringia, at Saalfeld,” says 
Baring-Gould, “a servant girl fell) 
sleep while her companions were RRO LVRS 


shelling nuts. They observed a little | 
red mouse creep from her mouth and 
run out of the window. One of the fel 
lows present shook the sleeper, but + 
could not wake her, so he moved ber 
to another place. Presently the mouse 
ran back to the former place und dash- 
ed about seeking the girl. Not finding 
her. it vanished. At the same moment 
the girl died.” 
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